J4                JUDITH PARIS

washing; no water was too cold for her; she was
so hardy that nothing ever ailed her. ^ One out of
every three children at this time died before it
was four years of age. Judith had never known
an ache or a pain. They said that it was because
Tom Gauntry had carried her on the very day that
she was born through all the snow and ice from
Borrowdale to Stone Ends. If that hadn't killed
her, nothing would.

She stood, swinging a red shoe, sucking her
thumb, and considering. She had intended to go
to the corner of the road and watch for the return
of Mr, Herries and Francis. She loved Francis
madly, passionately, although he was her nephew.
She loved his thin delicate body, his pale austere
face with the dreaming eyes, the soft gentle voice,
He should have been a woman, people said, and
that was why so few understood him, but Judith
understood him and she would willingly (she
thought) die for him. She would not, of course,
in reality die for anyone, having now and always a
fierce and tenacious hold on life. But she fancied
that if he said (in his soft dreaming voice) * Judith,
pray jump from yonder window and break all your
bones,' she would jump. The fact that he con-
sidered her very little, scarcely ever thought of
her, made no difference. She loved him only the
more fiercely. He and Uncle Gauntry were the
gods of her fiery, agitated, dramatic world*

As she stood there the stillness of the house
forced itself ever more upon her attention* She
had intended to go to the road, but what an oppor-
tunity this was to creep in and look at Mrs.